Motel rooms and doormats
Author: Distractedkitty (https://archiveofourown.org/users/Distractedkitty/pseuds/Distractedkitty)


Summary:
Andrew is fed up with being the responsible one all the time, so fueled by lack of sleep, paranoia, and a small mental break he decides to do whatever he wants to do for once.

Work Text:
Another day goes by trapped in a cage of his own making. No. Of HER making. The sun rises on another day of seeing Ashley curled up asleep some few feet away from him. All the while he has been awake for hours plotting how they're going to get out of this mess she made.
Andrew couldn't stand how nonchalant she was about the whole thing. But he knew why. It was because with everything she ever did, she knew that he would be there to fix it for her. Her doormat of a big brother would pick up the pieces, shoulder the blame, and curate the excuses on her behalf.
And what did he get in return? Even more shit to clean up.
Well now, running on so few hours of sleep this week he felt he could count it on his fingers, he was reaching his boiling point.
She could sleep so peacefully, so deeply, like nothing bothered her at all. Just days ago she was plunging a knife into her own mother and she didn't have so much as a nightmare to humble her. Andrew thought sometimes that maybe SHE was a demon, not the thing she summoned to take their souls away.
Maybe this was his own personal hell.
Eternal servitude to a monster of his own making. It made him hate himself even more (if that were even possible).
Andrew had spent the last couple hours of night plotting how they were going to walk away from multiple ritualistic murders and cannibalism as free men- but by this point his brain may as well be made of gelatin. Any fully lucid thoughts usually faded into nonsense before they could pan out in a solid plan. Maybe there was no such thing as a solid plan for their predicament. And he didn't think Google was gonna spot him any ideas.
All he knew was that they were going to have to keep running. Keep moving. Not stop in any one place for too long.
One lifelong endless road trip through hell. That's all his life could be reduced to now.
He knew that once Ashley woke up he'd be hastily packing up their clothes and (drowsily) driving them to some new town hours away where they could complete the cycle once again.
... Maybe prison wasn't so bad after all...
Whatever. He wouldn't turn himself in.
Why? Because it's not what Ashley would want.
He ground his teeth and rolled his eyes.

"Wake up Ashley, let's get on the road" he growled at her sleeping body, his paranoia beginning to get the better of him.

She whined pitifully "but Andyyyyy.. it's only 6am we don't have to check out till 10"

"Yeah well what if by 10 the police are knocking on our door huh?"

She yawned and stretched before turning over as though to go back to sleep saying "then you'll murder em so I can sleep some more"

He blinked slowly, clearly irritated.
"Get the fuck up before I leave you here"

"You wouldn't" she laughed, hearing his irritation and downplaying it as she always did. "You couldn't live without me."

"Now. Ashley." He barked at her,leading her to finally get out of bed.

"God fine okay don't get your panties in a twist I'm going!"

He began to pack up their things while she went off to do God knows what, but presumably some morning routine that (hopefully) involved brushing teeth and hair and putting on clean clothes.

Andrew could feel every pound of weight in his body. His eyelids felt like they were made of lead. He was drowsy, pissy, and not in the mood to argue with her. He rather dizzily shoved clothes into bags and stored away the gun and meat cleaver that they'd been toting around from crime scene to crime scene.
Finally he sat down on the cold hotel couch and turned on the news.
Murders.. suicides.. shootings.. but none that the Graves family were involved in (yet). He could breathe a moment's sigh of relief.
Ashley was taking her sweet time as always. She was a beautiful girl, even he had to admit, but why the hell did she need to spend an hour in the bathroom getting ready?

He knocked (half banged) on the bathroom door.
"Are you about done?!"

She scoffed "you can't rush perfection Andrew!"

"I'm not, I'm rushing you! Hurry up and let's get the fuck out of here."

"I'm coming, I'm coming" she huffed while making no effort to speed up her routine.

Andrew rubbed his temples. He went over and started to brew himself some coffee. Heaven knows he'd have enough time.

Sitting back down with his coffee he scrolled through different news articles on his phone, forever staying on top of what had been released. It gave him some semblance of control.
He knew of course that he had no control over anything. But obsessively searching for any signs he had been caught made him feel less anxious about what he didn't know.
A sigh of relief could hardly be breathed when he heard the shower turn on.

Is she for real right now? Had he not just told her that they needed to go??
He sat in quiet seething rage as she took her time to shower. Playing through sick fantasies before scolding himself to not be so disgusting.

.... But why not?
She seemed to have no care in the world. So why the hell should he? She could do literally anything she wanted any time and he felt bad for his thoughts? Perhaps there was some sort of freedom in indulging in fantasy.. at least for a minute. Anything to take his mind off of the sense of impending doom he felt in regards to getting caught.
So, Andrew thought, what would he like to do in his fantasy world?
Firstly, he thought, he'd love to go back in time and reeeeally savor every moment of pain across his bitch of a mother's face when they had her tied up. He'd go off on a monologue about all the shit she put them through and how she deserved this. Yes- that felt good. And what else?
He'd slap his mother across the face in front of their father. He'd show her how awful of a mother she really was. It was HER fault that he had to raise Ashley. It was HER fault that the two of them were in this mess. It was HER fault that he and Ashley were now doomed to be inseparable for the rest of their lives.
He thought about her face when she accused him of sleeping with Ashley. How sick she must've felt.
Good, he thought, she deserved to feel that way.
Maybe Andrew should've played it up like Ashley had. Maybe then he'd get to release some of his pent up sexual frustration.
He shook his head briefly. He really shouldn't think about stuff like that..

....... But then again...... What if he had fucked his little sister right in front of their mother and father in the basement.
How disgusting.. he kinda liked it.
That would surely make that hag feel awful. Maybe even 1/1000th as awful as she had made him feel.
Besides .. if Andrew didn't sleep with Ashley, was there really any chance of him ever losing his virginity? Not with Ashley in the picture anyway.
He didn't like that idea.
He swallowed more bitter hot coffee. Ashley was still showering.
Again, he had no idea how anyone could take so long in the shower. It wasn't rocket science, 10 minutes was plenty. He growled under his breath.
What he wouldn't do to grab her by her hair and yank her out of the shower.
Its what she deserved after all.
How good would it feel for meek little Andrew to finally put his foot down? To lose himself for just a moment. To enjoy the freedom of lack of care for just a second- that same freedom Ashley got to enjoy 24/7. It made him want to punch a wall.
No. It made him want to punch his sister.
Another minute went by. Then another. Then another. All the while Andrew simmered in his rage. Until finally he had had enough. No more being the doormat, he was going to do what HE wanted for once in his miserable life.
The shower curtain opened and the water shut off but no, there was no turning back now. He grabbed his trusty cleaver from their luggage.

"Ohh Ashley?" Andrew grinned wildly as he stood outside the bathroom door, his voice giddy with anticipation, a terrifying sudden shift in emotions.

"What, I'm hurrying!" Ashley yelled back

Without warning Andrew opened the door and she squealed like a high school girl dressed only in a white towel.
"What the fuck Andrew! Get out!"

"No. No no no I've waited long enough."

"What are you talking about?! You look fucking possessed right now!"

He continued as though he couldn't even hear her
"All my life I've been waiting on you. Taking care of you. Doing what you want. But for once, just ONCE, Ashley! You're going to listen to ME!"

"Back up you're scaring me"

"Take off your towel"

"Andrew you're-"

"Take. It. Off. NOW."

She swallowed hard and did as she was told, scared of what he might do if she didn't as she could clearly see his weapon of choice still stained in their parents blood.

"I-is this what you want? To see your little sister naked?"

He couldn't help but lick his lips. She looked so good.. her body was perfect. Even with her hair dripping wet she looked perfect. He wasn't sure if he was more aroused by her body or by the adrenaline rushing through his veins. Either way it was clear he had totally snapped.

"You look so beautiful, Ashley. Good enough to eat, you know" he laughed a sort of uncomfortable laugh that didn't sound like him at all.

"I uh.. th-thank you" she answered, trying to appease him (and more importantly not be cut up and eaten).

"Do you remember the look on Mom's face when she saw you kiss my cheek? How disgusted she was at the thought of us fucking?"

"I do.."

"Ha! Well look at us now, Mom! Your little boy is forcing your little girl to strip naked for him!"

Ashley forced a smile, adding "y-yeah! That bitch! She'd be so disgusted huh, Andrew?"

"Shut up" he demanded, moving to hold the cleaver to her sternum. "Don't scream or I'll hurt you"

She nodded. All the permission he needed to move his hand over her body. It was her tits that drew him in immediately. How round and soft they were.. he remembered her as a little kid- and now she was a true woman. He squeezed them and she couldn't help but let a small shudder escape her.

"Oh Andrew" she giggled softly, "if this is what you wanted then you could've had it.. no need for the knife.."

"I said shut up."
He continued feeling over her body. Her stomach, her hips, her ass. She gave breathy sighs and moved into his touch. It was clear that she wasn't just faking to save her skin, she actually did like it. He wasn't sure how he felt about that.. it didn't matter.
He moved behind her, holding the cleaver on her throat and gliding his hand down between her legs. She was wet- and not with water. As a virgin it was something he had never felt before. It caused his cock to lunge in his pants as he fondled her.
She moaned out loud now, still trying to follow his orders to be quiet, but drawing increasingly more desperate herself.
"You're wet" he whispered into her ear. She shivered pleasurably and nodded.
"You like your brother holding a knife to your throat?"
She bit her lip and nodded again.
"Lay down." He commanded. She wasted no time, laying down on top of the towel on the floor.
Andrew moved between her legs, wanting a full view of his prize.
Even here she was perfect.. soft pink lips that fade into pale white skin, deeper pink where her excitement grew. She wasn't totally clean shaven, perhaps having gone a week or so since she had last shaved, but still her pussy looked perfect.
He leaned closer and breathed her in. Her sweet scent was intoxicating like a fine wine. His mouth ached for a taste.
Gently his tongue ran over her pussy and her entire body melted into the sensation.
"F-fuck.." she moaned.
He didn't scold her to be quiet this time.. primarily on account of the fact that her moaning made him want to cum in his pants. His tongue explored again, deeper, harder, wider this time. She couldn't resist moving into it. He knew it was her first time getting oral. She must've been in heaven.
And here he was still pleasing his sister.. though at least it was on his own terms. He set the knife aside but she didn't budge, if anything she grew more confident and moved to press her clit against him.
Andrew's tongue found it easily, lapping softly at it with all the curiosity of a teenage boy. It was smooth but it was swollen, soft and yet firm, and with every touch of it, it caused his sister to make new heavenly noises of pleasure.
There was no going back from this... He knew now that they had to go all the way.
He prayed silently to the highest demons of hell that their mother was watching them now.
He moaned against her, his chin now dripping wet as he explored. He pressed his tongue inside slowly and her sounds became so desperate he briefly wondered if she was close.. no, no, he reasoned, she was just an inexperienced virgin, or perhaps this was some fantasy of hers that he was acting out. Either way his body reacted to her every noise with equal desperation, often returning with his own breathy moans onto her warm wet skin.

He unzipped his pants and pawed at himself somewhat clumsily. He couldn't deny he still didn't totally feel he was in his right mind- running on no sleep,paranoia, and sheer anger alone. He rubbed himself like he would if he were masturbating, as though she wasn't even there. As though she only served the purpose of helping him masturbate.
"You wanna see your brother's cock, Leyley?" He cooed before exposing himself- not waiting for an answer.
She watched with giddy excitement (or maybe horror, who really knows) behind her eyes. Perhaps the realization of it all was beginning to hit her. He didn't care.
He rubbed himself up against her skin,shaking softly as how fucking good it felt. She was sooo soft, so warm, and her pussy was soaking wet.
He briefly mused that she was made just for him, chuckling to himself "maybe the best thing Mom ever did for me was have you. You can't buy toys this good at a store you know." He smirked

"Yeah? Mom is rolling in her salty grave now I bet, watching you on top of me like this." (And hearing you talk about me like a Fleshlight, she thought)

"Keep your legs spread now Leyley. I'm going to fuck you" he replied, not responding to what she said as though he didn't even hear it.

She did as instructed, drawing in a deep breath as he slowly pushed his way inside of her.
She had fingered herself before but he was much bigger than that. It took a little squirming, whimpering and adjusting before she got comfortable. By this point Andrew was content to have his way with her. He cared little if her whimpers were from pain or pleasure. He fucked her like a toy- so fucking warm and wet and tight. Only moments in he felt like he was going to burst. Still he growled and dug his nails into her skin.
"That's it Ashley. Take it. Take your big brother."
She let out loud moans as he found her gspot and pounded into it relentlessly. Her hand carefully found her clit and rubbed feverishly as he fucked her.
"God you stupid fucking slut" he insulted, pulling her hair into his fist. "I fucking hate you, look what you make me do!"

"Yes yes yes Andrew please!" She moaned in return "I love you! I love you! Hurt me all you need and I'll still love you Andy!"

He felt sweat beading up on his face. Breaking this taboo felt like the most exciting thing he had ever done. Not even his wildest dirtiest fantasies held a flame to this. He humped her like an animal, rough and unapologetic. His head tipped back in ecstasy. He was going to cum. Right here. In some nasty motel bathroom inside his own baby sister.
Good, he thought, maybe now she'll listen to him.
He fucked into her deeper, moaning and gripping her desperately as he came. She rubbed herself faster to match him, finally cumming as she felt him release inside of her.
They sounded like some amateur porno clip.

Once reality came flooding back, Andrew withdrew himself and looked down at his love-drunk sister laying naked on the bathroom floor.
Oh my God what had he done this time.
She panted softly, a light smile with half lidded eyes crossing her face as she looked up at him.
"Fuck, Andrew.. you felt so good.."

"Don't.. ugh.. don't say anything." He looked away embarrassed of what they'd just done.

"You really needed that. Next time just ask ok? I'm yours anytime."

"Do you not understand what the fuck just happened? I just used you to masturbate like some sort of-"
She cut him off
"But dont you feel better now?"
He thought for a moment but couldn't deny it was true. He nodded.
"Good. How about you get some rest in the bed until checkout and then I'll drive"
His body finally relaxed. All the tension that had built up inside of him for weeks now seemed to temporarily fade... He felt justified in his actions.
He nodded again, on the verge of sleep in his afterglow. She took him to the bed, tucked him in and kissed his head, still wrapped up only in a towel.
"Sleep tight Andrew."